Venice; about Cadiz; about what is said of Wall
Street? The Spanish Main was long ago stripped
of its pillage. The buccaneers took themselves off
to keep company with the Vikings. Yet, away
down in those money chests, once filled with what
were pieces of eight and ducats and doubloons, who
shall say that spirits may not lurk and ghosts walk,
one old freebooter wheezing to another old free-
booter: "They order these things bejtter in the
'States.5"

IV

I have enjoyed hugely my several sojourns in
Spain, The Spaniard is unlike any other Euro-
pean. He may not make you love him. But you
are bound to respect him.

There is a mansion in Seville known as The
House of Pontius Pilate because part of the re-
mains of the abode of the Roman Governor was
brought from Jerusalem and used in a building
suited to the dignity of a Spanish grandee who was
also a Lord of Tarifa. The Duke of Medina Celi,
its present owner, is a lineal scion of the old pirati-
cal crew. The mansion is filled with the fruits of
many a foray. There are plunder from Naples,
where one ancestor was Viceroy, and treasures from
[260]